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to the people of the Middle Ages, it fell into disrepute
and was attributed to magic or El Diablo. For as the
story ran, the devil, not for the first time, became ena-
moured of a certain maiden of Segovia, whose daily task
it was to fetch water from the valley; and this she found
altogether wearying, so that when the devil in hope of
favours, and indeed in exchange for the promise of her
hand, offered to give her whatever she might desire, she
bade him build a bridge in one night, so that she might
find water in the city at daybreak. And he showed her
in the morning the * Devil's Bridge*'stretching far away
across the country bringing fresh and clear water into
Segovia. But she, that silly maid, was in despair, anxious
lest she must give the devil his due, seeing no chance of
escape. But at last a young man of that city who for long
had cast a sheep's eye at the girl found that indeed the
Puente was not finished, that some few stones were lack-
ing at the far end. So the church held the maid free of
her promise, and she married the young man instead of
the devil and, as they still say in Old Spain, lived happy
ever after.
It is through a picturesque maze of steep and narrow
streets, where the houses seern to support one another,
and to have been carved as it were from a single
many-coloured shell, that you come at last into the Plaza
Mayor, a great square almost surrounded by balconied
houses, with upper stories of wooden loggias. It is only
in one corner that the Plaza opens revealing the apse of
the cathedral, like some exquisite casket or fantastic
rock, crannied by the sea and the delicate immemorial
work of the wind. As you continue on the way to the
Alcdzar you pass by the cathedral itself, and later the
little Romanesque church of S. Andr6s, with its beautiful
thirteenth century tower, coming at last on to the rock
of the Alcdzar, where beyond a desolate plaza a great